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CHESS PLAYING AT LLANDUDNO. 

“In spite of the fact that Mesars. Pillsbury, Tchiyorin and Steinitz did not find it convenient to participate in the event, Poor Pa’s Champion Chess 
Tuurnament is the acknowledged success of the year. His marvellous display at Llandudno the other day, when he met McGooseley in mortal combat, 
qyutle convinces me that my hitherto unfortunate parent is an up-to-date genius. The public, who mustered in great force on the Parade, applauded 
enthusiastically, though whether on account of his chess play or his gin-shifting proclivities I should not like to say.”—Toorste. 


THE AGES OF LOVE.—(Remaining lot next week.) BOUNCING A BISHOP. 


“THE parents of this worthless feilow,” says Captain 
Johnson, writing of one Dick Adams, who was hanged at 
Tyburn in 1713, ‘lived in Gloucestershire, and gave him an 
education suited to his station.” 

He came to town, and, we are told, was “introduced into 
the service of a great Duchess at St. James's.” He stayed 
with her about two years. He was then dismissed ; * but 
while he remained there, he had obtained a “general key,’ 
which opened the lodgings in St. James's (Palace), and he 
desired a mercer to send with all speed a parcel of the best 
brocades, satins and silks, for his Duchess, that she might 
select some for an approaching Drawing Room.” 

The mercer at once sent a shopman and a porter with 
several parcels, accompanied by Dick, who, when they 
arrived at the door of once of the lodgings, said, “Give me ' 


the pieces, for my Duchess is just now at leisure to louk at i 
them, and do you wait here.” | 
They did wait—about three hours, and then returned ras A 
home “much lighter than when they came out.” Dick nN 
meanwhile, had carried the gvods down a back stair, and 4’ 
made off with them. ‘e 
A few weeks later, when Dick had been drinking, he Ry 
thoughtlessly passed by the mercer’s shop whilst its }) 
é AT 10 YEARS. AT 20 YEARS. AT 20 YRANS. proprietor was standing at the dour. The mercer instantly \ 
Give us a Vite of your apple, Ethel; and, straight “How gladly would I die for thee, my own, my “1 will not die for you, Caroline ; I will do more—I seized him, crying out as he did so, “You are a fine spark, NY 
—yer can kiss me '” ownest own!” _» Will’ insure my life {" indeed, to cheat me out of two hundred poundsworth of 
c 
yk © ry 
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goods ; but before I part with you J'll make you pay dearly for 
them.” Dick was taken aback. but did_not altogether lose his 
wrexence of mind. ang seeing the Bishop of London slowly approach- 
ng in his carriage. exclaimed, anxiously, “I have committed a 
crime to which Twas forced by extreme necessity—but I see m 
uncle, the Bishop of Lenion, coming this way, 1 hove you will 
not raise any hubbub, or [ shall be utterly undone, 1 iH go speak 
to his lordship about the matter if vou please to step with me, ane 
Tl engage he shall make you satisfaction for the damage Ihave 
done you.” 

se mercer, preferring the return of his money to revenge, con- 
sented, and Dick boldly advanced, desired the coachman to stop, 
and requested a few words of his hens Seeing him in the 
dress of a gentleman, the Bishop was pleased to listen to him, upon 
which Dick said. in a low voice, ° Begeing your lordship’s pardon 
for my presumption, Eimake bold to acquaint your Reverence that 
the gentleman standing behind me is an eminent mercer, keeping 
housé hard by, and isa very upright godly man ; but being a great 
reader of books of divinity, he has met therein with some intricate 
vases which very much trouble him, and his conscience cannot 
ret at rest until his doubts and scruples be cleared about them. I, 
therefore, humbly beg that your lordship would vouchsafe him 
the honour of giving him some counsel before he rans utterly into 
deaprir.” 

Whether or not all this stilted talk is that of Dick or his 
biographer it is difficult to say, but the result was that the Bishop 
beckoned the mercer to approach, and asked him to come to his 
house at Fulham next day, and, said he, “ [ will satisfy you in every 
point.” The mercer made many grateful bows, and taking Dick to 
a tavern, treated him reyally. 

The next morning Dick ‘called on the mercer and borrowed a 
guinea before they started on their journey, Arriving nt the 
Bishop's, “after being regaled in the parlour with a bottle of wine,” 
the mercer was introduced to his lordship, who blandly observed, 
“You have been greatly troubled of late.” The mercer answe! 

“ My trouble is muck abated since your lordship has been pleased to 
order me to wait upon you,” and vroduced his bill, amounting to 
two hundred and three pounds, ninetcen shillings and tenpence. 

A lively scene ensued, The Bishop asked what he meant, and 
the mercer explainea what the Bishop's nephew had told him, 
“My nephew!” cried his lordship. “He is none of my nephew! 
I never, to my knowledge, saw the fellow in my life before!” It 
is needless to say that when the mercer came to look for Dick he 
was missing. 

Dick nuw took to the road, and one day. with some companions, 
robbed 2 gentleman of a hundred pounds and his watch. Not 
content with this, the robber insisted on exchanging his coat for 
the gentleman's. As the latter rode disconsolately away, he heard 
something jingie in his pocket, It was nis watch and all his 
money. Meanwhile, Dick and his companions galloped off in an 
opposite direction. and stopped at an inn to examine their booty. 
Then there was a big swear all round 


(Next week, “ Murderous Morgans,” ) 
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BAK GARDNIN. 


Billium av add is air kurl, so.2s to better lure the gurl nex dore 
too the Deth Trapp. Lam awating iss return. 


* * * e ° 
E av fale an she av slapp iss ed with a dust shuvvel. 
(New weak, goodniss knows wot.) 
See a 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
——s 
pd Roney cmsienti wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions subm ithed. Do not fnclone loose stamps. 


Not the one you mean, ALARMIST. Glad to hear you didn't, 
Drvcet ; It is oft the way, CARNARVON, When the Wreek is on the 


tour, Cannot tell you here, DEVOTED ; Much adliged for chatty 
note. Very silly, A.W, SWEETMAN ; J/e will always act the goat, 


Many thanks for sketehvs, RONALD ; Sorry that we haven't room, 
Better net, A WOULD-BE WINNER: You are bound to meet your 
doom, Surry, BONES, we cannot use trem, Very funny tater, 
Jack. Alrways snd a stamp, ¥. POLLEN, If you want the sketches 
tack, Serru, ROCKY, that at present We cant do as you desire, 
You must first of all do something That will sct the Thames on fire, 


— 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
cxecpted, post free: 
3.,monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.008 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, Lonpos, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post Sree to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiesques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE, 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be pard to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Scrrants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with histor her death inva Lailway Accident to The Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current teaue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Houiway" be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLorer’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is puolished throughout the 
United Kingdom erery Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, cepiring at 9 o'clock the 
Jolloreing Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 
Scexe—Railway Carriage. 

Communicative Passenger. Mrs. Tubthumper’s beon giving 
another lecture on “ Man’s Suppression"; ever been to any of her 
mectings ! 

Tired-looking Passenger, No, never. 

Communicative Passenger, On, really, you should hear her speak ! 

Tired-lovking Passenger, Uoften do; Pm her husband, 

*s 
* 
“THERE was a jolly Miller once 
Lived on the river Dee.”"— 
There's something in these lines most uns- 
Atisfactory to me. 
I'm writing an antiquarian tome, 
And my brain in vain 1 pester 
To guess if the jolly Miller's home 
Was at Aberdeen or Chester, 
s 


Mra, Muggina, All wy little ones have the mumps, 

Mre, Buggins. Oh! my dear Mrs. Muggins, 1 am so sorry. I 
really do symyathise with you most—— 

Mrs. Mugqgins (interrupting). No need to sympathise, Mrs. 
Ruggine, thank you all the same. They caught ‘em from the 
Duchess of Bayswater’s children, Ahem! 


> 
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“Young man, let me ask you a 
serious question. Do you drink?" 
“Rather! try me with a Baud S.— 


I'm on.” 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. Advertisement.— “If this sheul: 
No. 75.—John E. Cussans. arti eycof Denis O'Flaherty ——” 


(John 'e cussin’s). la It 
BL 
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Overheard in Club Smohking- Room, 

Fastleigh (blowing out a long cloud of smoke, and ; 
riac), Well, ony. religion has its own ideal of wenn hen, A 
For myself, I only hope I shall be allowed to smoke. ee 

Sharpleigh. lf you don't considerably alter your habits, my boy 
I should say that there is very little doubt but that you'll smok, 
hereafter. °° 


THE gossamer style of bathing dress is still to the fo 
note the following ad.: “Our new Zephyr Bathing Deas, ian 
sixpence. Sent by letter-post on enclosure of seven stamps." 5 
poor girl now need be weighed down toa watery grave. “Then,” 
said McGooseley, kindly, ‘them crabs will have a Getter chance of 
having a free lunch than they used to when Z was a bally boy,” be 
ss * 


s 
The New Curate. Can I see your father, my little man. 
Little Man. No, you can't, he’s in bea. 
Biss sn tne Wer serine Cat woiak the ee 
le Man. r’ love yer, there ain't nothink ¢ s ‘with 
‘im ; he's ‘avin’ his shirt washed. pee wats 
ss 


s 
THERE's Jones the journalist : his lot 
Is very hard beyond all question, 
He's at the present moment got 
A bad attack of indigestion. 


You ask me, How did it arise? 
Poor man! his Christmas yarns he's writing, 
And THE VERY THOUGHTS of geese and pies 
Are him with fierce dyspepsia emiting ! 
se 
s 
At the Kickety Palace of Varieties. 
Man in the Lounge. Here, let’s go and have a drink, 1 can't 
sand this turn ; I wonder why they always keep the duffers in the 
i 
Friend, It's very obvious, dear boy ; they must give the retresh- 
ment bar a chance now and again, ” : shoe 
ss 
s 
Wiggs. Wonderful go-a-head people the Americans ; I sec they 
have gone in for women chimney sweeps. : 
Wuggs. Really; well, you can't say it’s not a very soot-able 
employment, *° ‘ 


First Popular Burlesque Actress (proudly). Really, you can 
have no conception of the number of love-letters I receive in a 
year, I assure you; { make quite a good thing out of selling them 
as waste Paper, 

Scoond Popular Burlesque Actress (still more proudly). Ah! 
that may do very well in your case, dear, but T can make much 
more by selling mine as autograph letters of celebritics. 

ss 


s 
Tom, L ‘ear as ‘ow Bill's got married, Wot sort of a doner is she? 
*Arry. Oh, she's a proper sort, I tell yer. She treats ‘im more 
like a pal than a ‘usband. ind 


Mildman. Do you think that an advertisement canvasser is 
camble of telling truth? 

Vildman, Well, that is rather a difficult question to answer. | 
believe there are some canvassers who are capable of doing auy- 
thing, if they think that they will get an order by it. 

ss 


e 

A MAN his mother dear must leave, 
And to his wedded wife must cleave, 
That law is fixed by Holy Writ, 
And no one finds a fault with it. 
But the married man is sick at heart, 
While from his mother torn apart, 
That his mother-in-law he cannot leave, 
For his mother-in-law tv him will cleave! 

te 


Overheard at Whitby. 
He. Did you enjoy your sail? 
She, Oh, famously ! it was delightful. 1 was the only woman on 
board who wasn't ill. *,¢ 


‘iret’ Man. Sharker's been te.ling me that he only had the 
proverbial half-crown in his ket when he came to London. 
Second Man, Humph! and I'll bet odds that was a bad one. 
ss 
s 
“THERE is something to me almost pathetically sad about the 
lap-lap of the sea,” murmured the fair girl, as she gazed ont 
dreamily upon the ocean. “Yes, it always strikes me that way. 
he responded. “Seems such a joily pity it ain't whisky and water. 
or even beer——” but with a withering glance she left him t 
wonder what the Dickens he'd said to huff her. 
ss 


Friend of the Family. You don't look 0 well, Miss Wheeler. 
Do you think bicycling suits you? You scem to want bracing up. 
Fair Bicyclist. Teally ! 1 was afraid these knickers were too lunz. 
ss 


ol ai Would you call a man a coward what wouldn't fight 
ou 
yoTimming, Well, that depends. If he couldn't I might. 

ss 


s 
Miss Smithere. Did the wedding go off all right? ; ; 
‘Vise Withers, Wretched, my dear! Not one of the bridesmaid 
cried. a,* 


Bingle, What's the real difference between an ordinary, commot 
or garden doctor and a physician? 
Jingle, About G0U percent,  » 


Four roysterers in an inn were playing whist, 
When all at once an argument arose 
Anent the game: and each disputant’s fist 
Was wildly shaken at his neighbour's nose. 
The fierce hostilities seemed like to cease 
In bruises, wounds, phlebotomies and slaughters, 
Until the landlord hushed the storm to peace 
By “pouring HOYLE upon the troubled waters” - 
2 


s 
At the Ball. 
She. Er—don't you think Mrs. Decolletec’s costume—er——__, 
He. Well, yes, but there's one error she can never be accused of. 
She. What's that? 
fe. Being overdressed. o- 


Chipleigh, When was Biffins married ? : 
Suuffine How did you know he was married? He has kept it 


secret. 

Chipleigh, Why, he used to be so tidy, you know, but lately : 
has come to the office with dirty boots, dusty hat, unbrushed coat. 
and buttons off his shirt. It's a sure sign. 


Pee 
READ 


THE STRANGE ADVENTURES OF 


'ARRY TIGGIN AND FREDDY POGSON. 
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Saturday, September 21, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AT PENZANCE. 


- Who has not experienced a desire to visit Cornwall—that 
ce enanes corner He our island—where the natives speak of 
. tourists from other 
counties a3 people 
from ‘ England,’ where 
the two sides are 
washed by different 
seas (both of which 
can be seen at once 
from a high pout a 
few miles inland), and 
where over long dis- 
tricts the ‘timber’ is 
only represented by 
the huge weird-look- 
ing beams and elbows 
of the mine shafts? 
He who has this desire 
will naturally bend his 
steps to Penzance 
where he will find 
much to reward him.” 

I agree with this 
writer. You should 
try Penzance. 

It is a longish jour- 
ney, it is true, and it 
takes between ten and 
twelve hours to get 
there from London, 
for it is the last station 
in the West of 
England, but it every 

year becomes more and more popular as a holiday seaside resort. 
In the neighbourhood are to be found many cairns, cromlechs, 
ind other strange relics of the past. On market days the country 
jwople, the fishermen, the residents from far-off mining towns 
crowd the streets with their strange costumes, and the sight is 
one not easily forgotten. 

When at Penzance whatever you do don't miss secing Land's 
End, Not that, perhaps, there is so very much to see, but when 
you have seen it you can always say you have done so—though, by 
the way, perhaps, after all, you might do as much without seeing 
it. You can go there and back for half-a-crown in a four-horse 
“saloon break.” There you will find the “ First and Last Inu in 
England.” It struck me that if poor Pa had landed here and read 
the unnouncement it would have been a shock to him if he had 
taken it in the sense that there wasn’t another further on inland, 
and I can imagine him laying in a two-gallon bottle. 

There used to be a tavern in St. Giles's called the Crown, situated 
about a hundred yards from St. Giles’s church, whereat condemned 
criminals on their way from Newgate to Ty burn Tree were allowed 
to halt and partake of a draught from St. Giles'’s bow! as their 
“last refresh- 
ment on earth.” 
You may ree 
member, — per- 
haps. how Ains- 
worth described 
the halt there 
of his hero, Jack 
Sheppard, “A 
scehe Now ene 
sued,” he says, 
“a scene highly 
characteristic of 
the age and the 
occasion, The 
doleful proces. 
sion at once as- 
simed a festive 
character, 
Many of the 
soldiers dis. 
mounted — and 
called for drink, 77 
The example 
was immedi. ‘// 
ately imitated 
by the ofticers, 
constables, jav- 
elinmen, and 
other atten. 
dants, and 
nothing was to 
be heard but 
shouts of laughter and jesting—nothing seen but the passing of 
lasses and the emptying of foaming jugs. The bell of St. Giles's 
church continued tolling all the while.” 

There are no such melancholy memories, that 1 am aware of, 
attached to the Land’s End tavern ; indeed, quite the contrary, 
though in mid-winter it may, perhaps, be a little dull. 

If you can you should go down a tin mine. I don’t exactly know 
how many there are, but I read this morning a description in a 
tour in 1788 by the Rev. Stebbing Shaw: “It is computed that 
there are not fewer than forty thousand miners daily underground 
in Cornwall; yet these people amidst darkness and confinement 
“em as happy as others who possess a wider range of action. 
Throughout the world it is probable millions of souls are doomed 
to this kind of subterraneons employment, and ae live and die 
without ever secing the light of the sun, This reflection to us isn 
melancholy one; yet we must not estimate the enjoyment or the 
lnisery of others by our own feelings.” 

Good old Stebbing Shaw. 1 don’t think much of your facts nor, 
for that matter, much for your feeling. Nor, indeed, can I flatter 
you on your ideas with respect to Devonshire, or, as you call it, 

clotted cream. 
| i “This essence of 
! 


A pleasant drive. 


milk,” he says, ‘is 
formed by scalding 
the whole as it comes 
from the cow, and let- 
ting it stand abouta 
cay The top is then 
skimmed off, and it 
makes the clotted 
cream.” My dears, try 
the recipe. 

We have been fairly 
happy down here, and 
there has been but 
little bloodshed. We 
girls one day drove 
out to Lizard's Point 
and to a wild spot 
called Porthcurnow, 
where there is a mag- 
nificent seaand beach. 
Another day Billy and 
Lardi went out ona 
tricycle tandem style, 
a little, I think, to 
the amazement of the 
miners, their wives, 
sisters. cousins, and 
3 aunts. Theother night 
a weni to a dance, where everybody enjoyed themselves except 
that unhappy Dook and a rather old girl he rashly asked to waltz 
With him, and they fell down and hurt themselves a good deal. 


The Dook comes to grief. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLorer's PILLS ARE MADE FROM THE PRE- 

SCRIPTION OF AN EMINENT PHYSICIAN 
PRACTISING IN THE WEST END OF LONDON, 
und will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint. Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness. Shortness 
of Breath, Costiveness, H he, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed baby oben Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


RESTORED AT WINETY-FIVE. 


Row of Ashes Farm, Butcombe, Somerset, 
August 21st, 1895. 

GENTLEMEN,—I am requested by my 
aunt, Mrs. Sarah Yeates, of the above address, 
who is 95 next birthday, to say that she was 
recommended to try a box of Sloper’s Pills. 
The result is, her health has been thoroughly 
restored, she has dispensed with the services of 
the doctor, whose charges were five shillings a 
visit, and now feels she will live to see the next 
century. 


Yours sincerely, 


J. LODGE. 
(For the above Sarah Yeates.) 


IF YOUR CBEMIST DOES NOT KEEP SLOPER’S PILLS 


SEND 9}2 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co., 


60 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


MAGIC-LANTERN ADVERTISING. 

WitH his right arm wound affectionately about her waist, 
William and Lucy strolled listleasly aloes one of our great metro- 
politan boulevards the other evening. He kk hagh like, pouring 
a declaration of his into her ashtray-lii 


left ear ; she was 


matters ; “do you 
future to making you happy? I will striveto gain a position whic 
shall surround you with every peed even if you——” 

“Won't Wash Clothes!" the girl read aloud as a slide flashed 
in the lantern. 

“No, no, even if you could eat gold,” continued the ardent youth. 
“ The deep and enduring love that I feel for you, darling, is of au 
enduring kind. It buoys me up, it a me on, it——" 

“ Tt Touches the Spot!” reat Laey: isconnectedly, as the legend 
on the blind changed. 

“Spot me no Giga cruel but fair one,” he pleaded, not noticing 
the hoarding ; “it is not kind to torture one who sues humbly as I 
do. If you do not believe me—if you doubt my love—” . 

“Try it in your Bath!” spelled the maiden, with her eyes still 
on the screen. 

“If you doubt my love,” cried the youth, unheeding her interrup- 
tion, “let me give you proofs—firm, undoubted proofs, Proofs 
stronger than——” 

“ The Queen of Natural Table Waters!" 

“Hang it, Luce, don't tritle with me like this. My Marne 
hangs on your word ; my heart is at your feet. Once for all, will 
you—" 

 Kurnish on Noser's Improved System!” 

“Certainly, certainly, if you wish it,” cried young William, con- 
cluding that she had at last come to her sen and, sealing the 
compact in the usual manner they paased on and were soon lust in 


the crowd, 
SS 


WHERE THEY DRAW THE LINE. 


More than Achilles of olden days 
Have I lived among the ladies ; 
And I'll tell you one of their queerest traits, 
Which not oft to our sex displayed is. 
They'll spend five pounds on a weekday 
And two on a weekday bonnet, 
And of neither article e’er confess 
That they've squandered too much upon it! 


But—touching hairpins! With artful zeal 
They'll resort to devices many, 

They’ll beg, they'll borrow, they ll even steai, 
Ere on hairpins they'll spend a penny. 

They'll pick them up from the street-mud deep. 
And in tramcars try to spy them ; 

They'll ferret them out of the cinder-heap, 
But—they flatly refuse to buy them ! 


ee 


ANCIENT AND MODERN. 


“[ was a girl once,” said Miss Fullilive to her Battersea Park 
eycling niece, “but I never could have found any pleasure in 
zetting myself up like a cockney tourist and riding on a cart-wheel, 
1 could never have cut such a figure as you do.” “ No aunt, dear, 
because you never had such a figure to cut, You were always thin 
and graceful, auntie, love, and though they might, by the help of an 
electric machine or a professional ham and beef carver, have made 
of postage stamps off on you would 

wich stakes, 


half-a-crown’s wort p 
have evidently romped in first in the meat san 
lovey.” 


a 


14h « 
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A SHAMELESS DECEIVER. 


—— 


“Tle must be brought to the point,” her mother had snid, 
decidedly, “I'll have no more of this shilly-shallying. Recollect 
you're no chicken, 

rtha, Twenty. 
nine last birthday 
—remember 
that!” 

As if poor 
Bertha were likely 
to forget it! Small 
wonder that the 
bottom was 
knocked out of the 
Fifth Command. 
ment in the row 
which followed, or 
that the sum total 
of tears shed might 
have sufticed to 
float a gunboat. 

“You're an un- 
grateful minx,” 
the mother wound 
up with, “but I'll 
tackle him myself, 
VU bring him to 
the point, never 
fear! 

* .* * 

“Poor Bertha is 
not very well, Mr. 
Shuftles, She is 
lying down at 
heen said Mra, 

‘oxleigh, as that young gentleman was ushered into her parlour, 
“ Perhaps it’s as well, however, for I wish to have a few moments’ 
conversation with you myself.” 

“Extremely sorry to hear of Miss Foxleigh’s indisposition,” 
murmured the caller, with Fie ilps 

“Yes, poor dear, she is a tender plant. [ don’t mean delicate— 
her constitution {x superb—but so sensitive, such deep feeling. 
Ah! the man who gets ber will have 2 treasure indeed! And that 
brings me to the point. Mr, Shuftles"—looking him squarely 
in the face—“what are your intentions towards my 
daughter?" 

“My intentions?” said Shufiles, calmly, yet with apparent sur- 
prise, “My dear Mrs, Foxleigh, | have none.” 

“Have none!" almost shricked the aroused mother. “Then, 
Mr. Shuffies, vou will perhaps explain the reason of your constant 
attentions to her, ycur frequent calls here, your undisguixed etforts 
to win her love, 
your —” 

* My dear Mrs. Fox. 
leigh,” interrupted the 
young man, reproach- 
fully, “is it possible 
that ate can have 
wen blind to my iu- 
tentions?” 

The emphasis onthe 
you disconcerted for a 
moment the excellent 
matron, and Shufiles 
taking a step forward 
Franped her surprised 

nd. 


c 
“Can it be possible, 
bet dearest Mra. Fox- 
leigh,” he went on, 
hurriedly, “that you 
have mistaken“ my at- 
tentions, my passion!” 
I may have been weak, 
I may perhaps have 
been foolish in usin 
ha as a sort o 
—er—stalking-horse ; 
but surely you cannot 
doubt that my heart, 
my love, has long been 
ours?) Mrs, Fox- 
He sank on his knees. eigh! Emma! I 
have loved—ah, 
‘wonphinpedt Fou from the first!" and he sank on his knees, 

With the breath almost knocked out of her body, Mrs. Foxleigh 
immediately fainted, and was only brought to by repeated pinch- 
ing on the arm. 

“Why, Mr. Sh-h-hufiler, vou m-m-must be mad!" gasped the 
startled widow, “I'm old enough to be your mother !" 

“That's what my friends say,” murmured the kneeling suitor, 
“They swear I am insane, and threaten to incarcerate me in an 
asylum. But nothing shall daunt the ardour of my love. You must 
and shall be mine. Shall we arrange to elope together, dear?” 

* Of—of course when U say old enongh to be your mother, I—I 
quote a mere figure of speech,” Beevers the portly Venus, Indeed, 
she hardly knew whether she stood upon her head or heels, “The 
—the disparity in age is not so grent after all. You. I believe, are 
three-and twenty, and 1—I shall be forty-one next bi——” 

“They say you are sixty, if a day,” pursued the remorseless 
lover ; but what care I. Age is of no consequence to me, 1 love 
you for yourzelf alone.” 

“It's a faleehood!” shricked the lady, “Iwas but fifty-eight 
last bir—, Oh! what am 1 
saying!” 

“And my father insists 
upon my going abroad to 
the colonies for five years ; 
he says if my feelings at 
the end of that period re- 
main unchanged, he will 
otfer no opposition; but 
meanwhile the affair must 
be kept secret. Being 
entirely dependent upon 
him I've no alternative but 
to obey. Yet fear not, 
dearest”’—rising to his feet 
—“the time will eoon pass, 
and my ove emerge 
triumphant from the test. 
And now I must say fure- 
well "—ngain grasping her 
hand—“as_ I start this 
evening. Youdonot blame 
me! — abow Bertha, | 
mean?” 

“N-n-no,” sighed the un- 
nerved matron, “the heart 
cannot be controlled.” 

“Then Mrs, Foxleigh! 
Emma! my life! my love! 
good-bye!” Andimprinting 
aw fervent kiss upon her 
massive cheek, he was half- 
way down the strect ere 
she had smoothed her agitated and slightly disarranzed 
“ front.” 

“Got out of that rather neatly, | think,” he chirped, as, turu uy 
the corner, he paused to light a cigarette. 


“He must be brought to the point.” 


To light a cigarette, 


, | 
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POOR OLD NEW WOMAN! “I have met my fate whilst bathing. 1). 


SEASIDE RESORTS, BY ALEXANORY'’S OWN “Ob. Frank! “What's the matter?” “Have yon got a coukln't take his glasses off me for qu 
“ How dare you smile, sir, when T apeak to yon!" “Oh, CAMERA. pin, ov something ? My braces have broken, and—er—my, ob! tweuty minutes. He is sucha idear!"—£,7) 
such , from Letter of Young Lady. 


sir, you ask such ticklish questions !" No. 14.—Shanklin, ure coming down !" 


0% Miss Sloper will be delighted 10 receive photographs from (hove DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS BESSIE WENTWORTH. 


Of her friends whose portraits have not yet been wserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


G 
soodl 
What 
aged 
Obed 


Pe a 


_“Ah!" cnet A. SLOVER in the course of an interview with Miss Bessie must be long drawn out ina sighing kind of way, you know.) Annie, my Aunic,"" 
Wentworth, “ here, T see, is a photo of yourself by my friend Hana,as the Alabama — Allybama Annie, I tub you, I Inb you, I lub you all I can.’ Second verse :* Ys ° 
Coun Admirable! That song of yours, my dear, has been a great success.” “ Well, dadsly he am fast asleep; I guess I hear him snore—It comes jes like a big t 
I think so, MR. SLOPER.” “Think, my child!’ Come, confess you know it has, through de keyhole ob de door. De racoon slowly swing him's tail with meas! 
Tell me—don’t think it a rude question—what may you be making now at the drowsy hum, And de. fire-flies am a-lighting up, s0 Annie come, come, come! O——» 
halls?” “Indecd, I consider it a very rude qnestion, and I am surprised that —cte.," as before. Then I enter as Allybama Annie. At first, of course, Iam e.. 
you——" “Nay, nay! No offence, I assure you. I put it to you merely ina basi- but you by your song persuade me to love you, and finally I fall into your ane. 
Wess, form. Say, now, whatever it is, how would you like to double it? I havea thus—" “Thank you, don't trouble, Mr. SLOPEH,” said Miss Wentworth, hati 
No. 409.—Miss EILEEN Evaxs, plan which, 1 think, if carried out, will be to both of naa decidel advantage. Bear falling back, while the Eminent fell forwari over a chair. “ Well,” said he, risinz 


es with me, mg love, and I willexplain. It is a eketch—simply a sketch for the halls— and rubbing his knees,“ what do you think of the idea?” “Excellent!” “Y'-. 
* Bid me to hope, or bid me to die. —The Dook Snook, which I am convinced would carry a fortune with it. You to appear as a young rather pretty, I take it?" “Oh, mary 1” “And sure to catch on?” “Undoubted|: | 
“ Be mine, dear love, this heart is thine alone.” —Lord Aub, Planter tor sie : as Aptaie oe Pele AL ene anni hes would enter aud = “My dear Bessie, I am delighted to hear you say so. Then, do you agree! ei i 
« Raines sing: ‘Oh vbaina Annie, I is waitin’ bere for you, Out in de silver moonligh' bargain?” “Oh! dear, NO. Good morning, MR. SLOPER.” “Beg panion, Ui 
Hers is the beauty men to madness drives, ; where ebery ting am blue. De moon am winkin’ down on me, as on de swamp be inten —" “ Most decidedly. Spd ecanina? ees That girl” mused A. 
—The Hon. Billy. ghines, Aud de bull-frog climbs de birch tree, a swayin’ in de winds. O—-b1! (This | SLOPER on the doorstep, “has decided talent, but no lead for business. Weil, weil 


MORE TEMPERANCE. 


Dretr 


to ste,” 


ZELDA OO pO 


(1) Since McNab has “ chuck 1" whuskey he woud fain siake his thir-t io : (3) And in the loch .a as ally im the 
4 { 2) Which overbalanced. och below he murmured : “The way of the righteous is rael watery, especially 
his raiu-water barrel. (3) "Which orerbelan Hielan's, when it’s like this—withoot a drap o’ whusky.” 


“What 
“Cos 1 
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, Jy MELO ee 


Tiar.ga0w,- dolcgnie 
as ce 


The -Corvenierte- Cu rabe« 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Good morrow, worthy masters, 2 right merry greeting to ye one and all. Marry, but there isa  again:—For Brother Jonathan, you know, Is very much inclined to crow :—An expiation of 
soodly host of ye I wot, but harkee, my friends, I warrant ye have not come here in vain. (lencoe Was talked about some time ago:—The little King made thumping breaks, And fairly 
What think ye of this?’—Zhe jetty and the town waa gay With bunting, on Regatta day:—The gave the Bishop “ snakes.’—There, I rather flatter myself you'll tind it hard to improve on that 
waed Creesun wished to know The way to make his money go:—Shame on the woman who demands anywhere around these parts ; in fact. | don't mind betting it can't be done, See you all again 
Obedience to such conmands :— With Autumn comes a change of game, The Fvotball Season starts next week, Ta, ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


A FAIR OFFER. 


JUST A BIT “HUMMY.” 
“What's that noise, waiter?” ‘I think it’s the cheese, sir, a-humming a 
leettle toon.” 


“ Where are you going to, my pretty maid?” 
“Looking for fowl's eggs, sir,” she said. 
“May I come with you, my pretty maid?” 


I'rtty Maid. Not much, Weshould have all the hens wanting 
to “su,” if they saw the top of your head, you gay old bafter. 


acai ie 
He. Mand, you're a tramp. Alice. I really think, Charley, it is more your business than mine to 
“y a She, What are trumps ? do this sort of thing. 
i What are you staring at me for, Tommy ? He. Hearta, of course. Charley. Oh, no, I am opposed to capital punishment and cannot 
Cos 1 was thinking I might lend you a pair of my breeches.” She. Well, if you'll play diamonds, I'll take them, even bang wall paper. 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


THERE's going to be another big fight over the ina licence 
in October, and some lively times may be expected. Mrs. Chant 
has been interviewed, 
und says she and 

friends mean to do their 
best to see that the popu- 
lar decision of the late 
council with regard to 
the promenade is not 
repealed, Pupular, eh? 


Rats ! se 
s 


THE forthcoming re- 
turn of the Honourable 
Billy to town has caused 
a marked activity in the 

inger-beer trade, and 

vely times in the Bath 
bun industry may now 
be anticipated with every 
degree o! confidence. 


s 
Is consideration of the 
indifferent harvest, the 
Dook Snook has notified 
his intention of allowing 
the agricultural tenants 
on his Stonyshire estate 
a reduction of fifty per 
cent. The fact that the 
agricultural tenants had 
/ previously notified their 
1 intention of smashing 
' his Grace's hend, if he 
didn’t take something off, 

may have had something to do with the arrangement. 


s 
“WaG” HARDING haz once again justified his claim to the 
sculling chara ip of England—his big New Zealand rival 
showing himself but a poor match for the little English oarsman. 
Fear not, “ Wag,” in consideration of your fine display A. SLOPER 

will make no attempt to wrest yuur title from you. 
ss 

s 
THERE is big rejoicing in the Highgate camp of the Shaftesbury 
Rarriers, for Gurden & Co.. the proprietors of Sloper's Pills, have 
nted the Club with a Prize Cup. Mr. Thomas Long, the Hon. 


r,., says the competition for the coveted Pot will be a hot ‘un. 
se 


s 
MeN ab has just visited the Royal Aquarium, He doesn't intend 
to visit again, though, Really, the mammoth size of Mr. Ritchie's 

programme quite unnerved him. 

ses 

a 
WHATEVER be the final result of the race for the America Cup 
—and at the time of writing the issuc is still uncertauin—the thanks 
of every yachts- 
man, yea, and of 
every true Briton. 
are due to Lord 
Dunraven for the 
plucky and 
Largan betd sports- 
manlike way in 
which he has dix. 
apr the trophy. 
je has taken out 
the best bont that 
money and skill 
could produce, he 
has spared uo ex- 


ing of the 
matter can guess 
how this is 
—and if Valkyrie 
is beaten it will be 


only because s 
fender is the better 
oat, and her 
owner will take his 
defeat like an 
Englishman and a 
sportsman, 
ese 
WE don’t su the jockeys at Newmarket are at all sorry the 
season is drawing to a close, and the time almost upon them to oil 
their stirrups, etc.,and send them tothe Bank of England or to the 
d—, for what they care, until called for next season. Whata nice 
lot of yarns they can spin when gathered round the bright burning 
log of their jovial host, Frank Saich, at his champion hostelry at 
Newmarket, 100 to 1 bar 1, and that one is SLOPER. 


o2 
J 


THERE may be a few Ley bere individuals among our readers 
who have not yet taken their holidays. If s0, we would recommend 
a voyage by one of the steamers of the Genernl Steam Navigation 
Company. <A day on one of these vessels is adequate to a week at 
the seaside. Try it, and see for yourselves, 


s¢ 
s 


THE Trade Unionists who recently met at Cardiff may be com- 
plimented on one thing : That is, that they did not come to blows. 
Johnny Burns seemed 
to be more than usu- 
ally a, and 
is still waiting for 
someone to tread on 
the tail of his coat, 


s 

“ALLY SLOPER'S 
HALF-HOLIDAY ” was 
the subject of a debate 
recently in the Vic- 
torian Legislative 
Assembly. According 
to the Melbourne Age 
and Melbourne Argus 
ALLY was well chawec 
over while the Colonial 
Tariff question was 
under discussion. All 
this — of beprrs is 
extremely gratifying 
tothe F.0.M.. and once 
more the maiden blush 
so peculiar to the 
Eminent is well on the 
job. *,° 


For goodness sake 
do not send any more 
game to “The 
Sloperies.” especially 
when it is in the shape 
of dead cats, Our 
regular chucker-out is already in a state of collapse, and the 
emitary inspector is developing symptoms of typhoid fever at au 
alarming rate. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Ir yon have not already witnessed a representation of the latest 
Adelphi melodraima, hurry up, please. Zhe Swordeman's Daughter 
is really immense, 
und should draw 
all London. 


s 
THR Age-worn 
Structure has this 
day been pleased 
to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” 
upon FRANK 
HARTE, because 
he's a real comic 
Harte-ist “S'welp 
me, fevther,”’ 
remarked the 
Cerulean - Eved, 
“but you do drop 
on to the talent, 
and no error! 
Who'd'a' thought, 
now, to look ut 
ed Page old 
optics, as you 
could see a hinch 
beyond yer straw- 
berry? It's won- 
derful ‘ow yon 
tinds ‘em, old'un.” 
And deftly over- 
turning a chair to 
delay the on- 
slaught of his justly-infuriated father, the Azure-Orbed made good 
his retreat. 


THE recent correspondence on “ Seaside Bathing” was genuinely 
funny reading, and well calculated to bring out the ingrained 
prejudices of this strictly moral nation. The good folks, however, 
who sigh to transform Margate or Hastings intoa second Trouville 
or Boulogne, have perhaps never wandered far along the beach or 
cliffs at any of our most frequented watering places. There's a 
very Freuchy air about the proceedings there, we assure you. 

ss 


s 

TRE rumonr that gained currency in the City the other day, that 
Mr. Barney Barnato had become proprietor of Larks! has abso- 
lutely no foundation in fact. The South Africaz millionaire is at 
the head of a 4 many big ventures, we know, but our great 
ha'penny comic is too colossal an enterprise even for him. 

ss 
s 

THE Cricket Season has reached its close, and an interesting 
struggle for county supremacy has ended in a narrow victory fur 
Surrey. 1895, 
however, will 
long be remem- 
bered asa verit- 
able year of 
Grace, for sel. 
dom before, per- 
hapa, has our 
veteran cricketer 
evoked the ad- 
miration of the 
public to such 
an extent, and 
the testimonial 
soon to be pre- 
sented to him, 
is indeed a fit- 
ting tribute to 
the duughty 
champion, But 
now. away with 
the bat and ball, 
the stumps,) the 
nads and gloves, 
lor the football 
fixtures already 
claim our atten- 
tion, and in a 
very short time 
we shall be in ‘ 
the thick of the contests. The referee is already looking out 
his cont of mail and furbishing up his weapons, and all is 
ready for the start. *° 


SOME people are never satisfied. Having gained the right to ride 
in Hyde Park up to ten A.M., cyclists are now agitating for an 
extension of that time, and writing indignant and sarcastic letters 
to the papers. Make a further concession and we shall have them 


clamouring for the exclusive use of the park altogether. 
se 


s 
THEY have been doing clinking business at Earl's Court lately, 
where the warm delightful moonlight nights have made the groun 
an idenl promenade, Get away closer, George, do, 
ss 


s 
CONGRATULATIONS to A. C. McLaren, Exq. Having succeeded 
in snatching the laurel wreath from the brow of W. G. Grace, he 
will now probably endeavour to rob A. SLOPER of..his rights. Ile 


will have his work cut out, though. 
ss 


s 

“ An,” said McGooseley, as he entered the Canterbury, “ the very 
man I want tosee; ALLY told me I could borrow a bit from Fred, 
20 here goes, G even- 
ing, Mr. Holden, can you 
oblige me with a bob or 
two?” “Can't stop, can't 
stop,” says Fred, and 
vanished. “Never 
mind,” says Mac., “they 
have One of the very best 
companies here, #0 I'll 
stop, if Fred can t.” 

Mu. kK. E. Newroy, 
F.08., the Sccretary of 
the Hampstead Bonfire 
Club, writes to the O'er- 
Moss-Grown Fabric to 
the effect that a _pre- 
liminary meeting of the 
Club was held on Wed- 
nesday, the 18th inst... nt / 
the White r, New 
End, Hampstead. The 
business done was to 
elect Officers for the 
coming Sth of November 
Carnival, The procecds 
of the Show are always 

iven to the North 
6 ndon_ Hospital for 
Consumption, and last 
year that Institution re- 
ceived the very respectable sum of £95 from the Hampstead Bon- 
lire Boys, ee 

s 


THINGS are going very, very strong at the Alhambra, where the 
beauties of Zitania, and the attractions of a capital and varied 
variety programme are proving absolutely irresistible. 


(Saturday, September 21, 1995 
A CHRONICLE OF CUR 8 EVENTs 


OU 
A CALENDAR FoR THR WREK Expixu SEPTEMBER 28711, 190: 
» 1898, 


22nd September, 1736.—This day di Cacti: 
Bernadi, who had been’ a_ prisoner waned ts Ly = eel Major 
treason for forty ay His wife and his children, born re 


prison, lived with Sut were not prisoners, 


23rd September, 1845.—William Upcot : 
at © Autograph Cottage,” Upper Street, latiugeial” ited thi iiss 
life to collecting autographs, of which he had a collection 4 
o Ne 
Noes at Sead After his death some of them suld fur very 
24th September, 18905.—This day used : 
of the Harvest Home. Bloomtield says: fo'be the 


“Home came the jovial Hockey load, 
Last of the whole year's crop, 
And Grace among the green boughs rode. 
Right plump upon the top.” 
25th September, 1808.—Professor Porson. mi 
Grek schol roe Car day. He = posts perm erint Pleat 
ng. 2 orn Touke wood to say that Porson ‘ rf 
rather than nothing at all. J woeld drink ink 


festival 


26th | tember, 1852.—The famous “ Bravo” Rowe, 
the Grecian Theatre, died this day at Boulogne, aged sixty-cigit, 


27th September, 1106.—Robert, Duke of Normandy, v4: 
this day beaten at the battle of Tinchebrai by his brother Henry |. 
and was confined in Carditf Castle. “Restlessness in his , 
was the plea of the cruelty to rob him of his eyesight.” Al 
guished there twenty-nine years, dying at the age of eighty. 


28th September, 1838.—James Barnes, 
loon of pat rimaldi’s time, cied tl his day. see commas 


ew 


THE RECONCILIATION, 


I saip I would leave you, my love, my love, 
Though the love in my heart was true : 

For a hasty word from your lips had passed, 

And a harsh reply in your teeth been cast, 

And a guif that seemed impassably vast 
Came yawning between us two. 


risen 
¢ lau. 


1 swore I would leave you, my love, my love— 
Leave you to kiss and coo 

With some other swain in your lost love's stcad, 

While some other maiden myself would wed : 

For * Dead!" 1 said, “ Ah! the love is dead 
That existed between us two!" 


1 deemed that to leave you, my love, my love, 
Were the easiest thing to do. 

And I Ianghed and left. ere | learnt the pain 

Of a bursting heart seeming my ped in twain 

Ly mine effort to sever the Cup) hs chain 
Which was forged between us two! 


I was strong to leave you, my love, my love, 
Though weeping and wan were you: 

But weak. ina week, was my wearied frame 

As bick to sour pardoning arms I came, 

Bridging the gulf — with remorseful shame— 
That hal yawned between us two! 


a 


TO THOSE ABOUT TO MARRY. 


GENERALLY spenking, there is a terrific run on the parsons and 
the registrars about this season, the reason being that the seaside 
conquests have matured and the young couples wish to be con- 
fortably settled duwn by Christmas. This comfort, A. SLoPER 
feels assured, may be more thoroughly pooccdraap f the parties to the 
covenant getting up us rurt of reserve supply of pet names, which 
they can lay hands on and use at a moment's notice when there 
might otherwise be nn undesirable coolness. Observation alone 
has suggested the following, which the old man can conscientiously 


recommend : ’ 

“ Little Woman.” A pagans term to employ when ¢leferrinz 4 
payment of “housekeeping money.” Should be trotted out about 
three times to punctuate the lie as to where the money's (not) goue 
to, and the prefix “ Dear” may de added if thought desirable. 

“ Po; .” Very popular with brides of wae see to thirty-two 
who have entered the blessed state with a bald-headed, red-nosel 
male of fifty or over, with a bleary eye and a tenienct to 
billiards, but otherwire tractable, and generally with enough loo 
change for a pieasant evening out. : 

“ Birdie.” Goes best with an ubere young bride with a wiist- 
measurement of 35 and a glove size of 7§. Also n hot and polished 
noee, a double chin, and ‘a licence to perspire freely. One whocan 
tilt the scale at 14 stone without a quart of steel curling yins 
in her hair. 

“ Naughty Boy.” Works wonders with 9 pale young hubbs, 
addicted to ginger-nle and the back page of the Family Herald. 
and who thinks fireworks wicked. Also has been known ' 
impress larkish veterans of ninety who ask barmaids in the City! 
they've been up on the Big Wheel vet. . ‘ 

“Pues.” A sure bait for a maiden aunt with bead mittens, 2m! 
enough oof to start a smart fellow ina thriving pub, in Bank of 
England stock. But mustn't be overworsea, or used more than 
once at a time, lest some unregenerate drat on the maiden aunt~ 
side chimes in with “ Me—ant, meat!” . 

Ownest Orn.” A reassuring bit of gush used by the City 
chappie on the Hampton Court boat to the girl he never met before 
that day. during the supposed peril when the steamboat shoots the 
mudbanks at Kew. Means that Ae will stand by her whatee? 
befalls; that, in the event of the vessel being totally wrecked. 
will take her pick-a-back, and, after removing his shoes and sucks 
lest they should be shelled by the mud, wi!l walk ashore with her, 
and even see her back to dear old England in the tram-car. 


ee 


A TRUE McGOOSELEY-ITE. 


THE moment he learned that the horse he had backed had hea 
the St. Leger he started “celebrating.” (Probably he'd have: ial 
the same thing, calling it “commiserating,” if the gee-gee fais 
been last throughout, but that is another stors And the ar 
noon drifted iuto evening, and evening into night—yea, eve! 
“chucking time "—and still he kept nt it. rene Lin his 

Finally, and by nothing short of a miracle, landing in bed iu heal 
bouts, he was called upon to bear the punishment of all gon 
topers—a long and exhaustive curtain lecture. And ob, howl 
missis rub it in, too! f of let 

She spuxe ot her haughty birth, and her lineal descent ; 0 i 
proud, dignified old father, and her painstaking mother, Cau” 
xhe referred to the excellence of her bringing up, aud the rise’ 
of her early schooling, Of what and whom she had been ‘ ier 
from her maidenh up, to shun ; of the evildoers and scant # on 
who bit like serpents and stung like adders. No pains, ae 
made out, had been spared upon her tuition, and every & 
example and influence had been thrown in her path. 

“Then, M'ria,” interrupted the inebriate, “all I've 30 
you ough’ be dash'd well shamed 0” y self, thassall ! 

* Ashamed of myself, brute! And for what?" paraciniat 

“Why. Cr talkin’ to a beas'ly drunken man, as you re doi 
three o'clock inna mornin’ !” . epi 

The bedroom china candlestick broke with a crash ie oa 
bump ot benevolence, but it hardly disturbed him. i lee 
already in the embrace of Morpheus. and dreaming of dv’ 
events for the Cesarewitch and Cambridgeshire. 


sth sare 
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Saturday, September a, 1896.) 
“KNOCKERS” IN “KNICKERS.” 


on uses to which lady bicyclists’ “ knickers” have lately been put 
ve ot is for the conceulment of smuggled goods, } 
WHEN frolicsome 


female 
First took to divided 

skirts, 
Some rolled their 


eyes 
With a shocked sur- 
A d poltuped a great 
n 
be penne! 


Prim matrons all 
4 4 , aghast— 
1 \ “Good gracious! the 
world can't last !" 
But doubtless they 
Would have shown 
more dismay 
Had they known these 
same skirts could 
smuggle! 
For these “knickers,” 
as it now seems, 
Aid feminine contra- 
band schemes, 
Hiding spirits or silk, 
The Customs tobilk— 
Yea, arousing a painful 
struggle 
Jn Dounniers' breasts, 
oh! yes 
Against Madame La Politesse— 
‘As they have to perplex 
That divided skirt sex 
For even La Femme can smuggle! 


————— 


CHARLIE’S STRATEGY. 

“FARMHOUSE APARTMENTS.—Board and residence offered in 
ruperior farmhouse. Pretty country, Ladegg egnt liberal 
table, cows, pige, poultry ; shooting. Terms, 25s, weekly.— 
Address, Box 0044, etc. 

This, gentle reader, was the alluring advertisement that caught 

e eve of young Charlie Ledgerby as he glanced casually over the 

ily Telegraph one fine September morning, a day or two before 

date on which he had arranged to commence his “good old 
nual.” And the reading of it set him thinking. It was a bit late 


ec ero oe 
@ yi / wee 0 Nore 
S /° tye WWICNENS THAW 
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cows, pi 
it sia, the 


e chance of gaining it. 

The following Saturday 
itnessed Charlie's arriv- 
g at the superior “ farm- 
use,” and hardly was 
londay’s breakfast over 
an armed with-borrowed 
nand halfa hundred car- 
inlgex, the eager young 
wrtsman sallied forth tu 


e fray. 

Toor Charlie, he was not 
ng in discovering that 
woting isn’t as easy as it 
‘ks in. the illustrated J. 


> day's sport. 
It was the same next day, the next day, and the next ; and then, 

Charlie noticed the smiles of his host, he got desperate, That 
ht he wrote to « trusty pal in town, and by the first delivery on 
nday there arrived a carefully scaled package containing two 
da halt brace of plump young partridges. These Charlie con- 

ed about his person, and started out as usual with his gun. 
Behold him thence a few hours later wending his triumphant 

y homeward, the fine birds stuffed negligently into his shooting 
kets, Oh, they should sneer at him no more. 

‘Will you show me your licence and game certificate, please?" 
Charlie started. A policeman stood before him; in a moment he 
Ww his difticulty he must either confess his deception and be the 
his friends or bear the consequences of convic- 
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_BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 

No. 54.—THE Op Rep Lion GiRL. 

A MOPING, melan- 
cholious wight, 

Bereft of earthly 


hope, 

Frau’ night till 
morn, from 
morn till night, 

Before the tire I 


mope. 

And in the igneous 

J deeps for me 

. a ; No bliss-tower 
rears its head, 

But « loveless, joy- 
less life I see 

Within the ingle 

RED. 


I loved you pass- 
ing well, my 


lear, 
1 loved you well 
and kindly ; 
—— But new-found 
eyesight shows 
me clear 
That I loved you thundering blindly ! 
Your sea grace of mind and face 
Will win for you the ecion 
Of Some patrician purse-proud race. 
So I'm raging like a LION ! 


/ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAYs 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


———— 


83 WESTBOURNE TERRACE, NORTH WESTBOURNE SQUARE, W., 
* September 12th, 1895. | 
Dear ALLY,—Many thanks for the “ Award of Merit,” which 
arrived quite safe, and which | shall always prize. Hoping to 
meet you at an early date to share a bottle of our favourite thirst 
extinguisher, I remain, yours obediently, 


Wi New, F.OS., “The Major.” 
_—_ 


THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued. ) 
I VISIT A MUSIC-HALL. 


I GRIEVE very much to say, dear » that my aunt's anger 
towards me has suffered no a t; I amin souesgneece still 
upon the downward path. Only to you, dear caer would I confess 
it, but Iam by no means anxiods to be res just yet into my 
asture relative's graces, for I must own with shame that if I 
really am upon the downward path I rather like it than otherwixe. 
Alas! how easy in the descent. A few weeks ago I was innocent 
and free from guile, but last night I did a thing, at the mere 
sugrestion of which 1 should then have stood aghast. J went toa 
musio-hall, 

I can solemnly assert, however, that it was Mr. Wilkinson who 
led me astray. He very kindly invited me to go to dinner with 
him at a place in the West End of London, called, I believe, 
Frascati’s, and the meal would have been a most enjoyable one, if 
he had not suddenly discovered that he had left nearly all his 
money in his other clothes. The poor fellow was most annoyed at 
this occurrence, and declared that it had quite taken away his 
appetite. 1 was most fortunately able to lend him five perp 
however, and he then generously declared his intention of taking 
ine somewhere to enjoy myself. “ You leave it to me, my boy,” he 
said, “I'll see you right.” And, hailing a hansom cab, we were 
driven rapidly to 2 most brilliantly illuminated building, of which 
I cannot for the moment recall the name. 

I don't think I was ever more agreeably surprised in my life 
when 1 learnt that it was a music-hall. had always pictured 
such resorts as seething dens of iniquity, but though 1 looked for 
it most carefully, 1 was quite unable to discover anything naughty. 

Two most prettily-dressed young ladies then came on the etage 
and sang a very charming ballad from which I gathered that they 
were both painfully shy, and that they were positively unable to 
refrain from blushing when any gentleman so far forgot himself as 
to wink the other eve at them. [I remarked to Mr. Wilkinson that 
such diffidence was most ladylike and becoming in them, where- 
upon he laughed, and said “ Come and have a drink.” 

As we left the bar, after slaking the thirst which was upon us, I 
noticed, for the first time, what a number of nicely-dressed youn 
ladies were strolling up and down. As I looked, one of them wit! 
most exquisite golden hair approached me and said, “ Hullo, 
Charlie, is your mamma aware of your absence from home?" 1 
am naturally somewhat reserved in the presence of ladies, but 
I informed her that I feared she had made a mistake. My name 
was Septimus, not Charles, and that my maternal relative had been 
some years defunct. 

She apologised in the most ladylike manner, and said she had 
mistaken me for 2 friend of hers called Lord Loosetish. She also 
remarked that she could do with a B. and 8., and over the stimu- 
lating refreshment she confided to me that she had to meet a heavy 
bill on the morrow, and be; me most prettily to lend her a 
couple of pounds to make up the amount. 6 was 80 very beauti- 
ful, and her distress was so sincere that I could not refuse her 
request, and as we were going downstairs, dear diary, she kissed 
me, and—I kissed her back. ; 

I fear me now I was not very well when I arrived home, and f 
know that [ sang “ Her golden hair was hanging down her & 
all the way to my bedroom. Here I made a terrible discovery. 
My purse was not in my pocket, and my new watch and chain had 
disprered. Oh! dear diary, could it, could it possibly have 
been the golden-haired young lady ? 

This is the second watch I have lost ina week. I shall have to 
purchase a Waterbury. 


(To be continued next week.) 
oe 


SEASIDE SONNETS. 
No. 13.—Brown, GREEN, AND BLUE. 
Brown is the famous proverbial berry, 
Brown is the hazel-h Ky 
And brown the spondulick that maketh you merry 
When jolly old SLOPER you buy. 
But a month of high jinks ata aie ©) si 
From my cheeks caused the lilies to fall, 
And the brownness that shone on my neck and my face 
Was the browniest brownness of all ! 


Green is the grass, ere the hay-making days 
When their weapons the scythe-bearers whet ; 
Green is the baize where the cue-wielder plays, 
And green is George Newnes's Gazette. 
But 1 wasn't aware of the knaveries cool 
Of the land-sharks in sea-resorts small, 
And the greenness that let me be fleeced like a fool 
Was the greeniest greenness of all ! 


Blue are the eyes of the Eminent’s daughter, 
Blue is the blooming P.C. ; 

And blue. if Lord Byron sing sooth, is the water 
That rolls upon deep Galilee. 

But my trip to the seaside made fifty bright pounds 
Dwindle down to five boblets so small, 

And the blueness that all my sad spirit surrounds 
1s the bluest blue blueness of all! 


FACT. 


EvEN virtue is altogether a matter of segree and association. 
At Slocum Podger it is ruin to drink anything otherwise than 
teetotal before 12 A.sf. In Fleet Street it is absolutely virtuous if 
you drink nothing but stout and bitter up till that time, and from 
12 to 1 you're only a sort of General Booth if you take on gin and 
bitters. It is SLOPER himself who has observed this peculiarity. 
and has taken for his new title, “The Fleet Street Moderate.” He 
is about to form a new friendly society to be styled, “ The Anti- 


Chuckers.” 
———— eee 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


WoMeEy's Writes : Psychological novels by Advanced Females. 

AS Anwmic Woman : “The Chili Widow.” 

MAID-OF-AWL-WORK : A young feminine shoemaker. 

JACK the Giant-Killer: John Barleycorn. 

PassworpD tu those who haven't donated to the Grace Fund : 
“Bob up serenely !" 

SCIENTIFIC Mem.—The Scenter of the Earth: Rimmel. 

CRIBBAGE Mem.—* Two for his Eels‘’: SLOPER paying for a 
small bow! of stewed ‘uns, 

AFTER Socrates married Xantippe, his name should have been 
changed to Socr-not-at-case. 

DRIVEN to Drink.—A mnalefactor hounded by lynchers till he 
dome into the horse-pond. 

“ SERMONS in stones,” says Shakespeare ; but, from the heariness 
of moat of ‘em, we are led to fancy that “sermons are stones.” 

APPROPRIATE name for the girl who does the cleaning in West- 
minster: Abbey-gal. 
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-* THE BRIGANDS. 


: CHAPTER I. 

CAROLUS LUIGI CoRREGGIV fingered his pipe listlessly as he 
looked edly at the few sheep which were scattered over the rocky 
hillside searchin 
for a livelihood. 
Carolus Luigi Cor- 
reggio was melan- 
choly, and the 
strain which had 
fasued from his 
instrument a 
minute before had 
been in sympathy 
with the tone of 
his feelings. 

The physical 
outlook which 
[ esos the eyes of 

lus was as fair 
as any mere mor- 
tal might desire to 
see. But the pros- 
pect which met his 
mental vision was 
of a kind that 
made Carolus 
aweary. 

For C, L. Cor- 


} ede pee 
i e * 
He longed to i ij S 
soar to greater i \ \- ee. 
Carolus Luigi Corregg10. 


heights of pros. 

perity than a mere 

sheep herd could hope to attain. Worldly prosperity was 
what he aimed at. To be wealthy—to mingle with the rich and 
noble was what he had hoped for, but, alas! there was 
little pect of the attainment of his hopes, 

He find thought of leaving the sunny hana hills of Calabria 
and travelling northwards to Britain, the El-dorado of the Italian 
intellect, but, alxs ! even there he had learned he might be respected, 
but would be poor. 

For Carolus Luigi Correggio was an artistic musician. He could 
pipe the merry tunes of his country charmingly, and so linger over 
the melancholy lays as to compel a responsive tear from the most 
callous listener. These were not the accomplishments to charm 
the gold from the pockets of the rude Briton. To be successful in 
Britain one must be noisy—must be as tierce and discordant as one 
of their north-enst Seog The tuneful musician might be paid the 
compliment of being listened to, but the brown copper, which 
in its turn could be exchanged for stomach-refreshing bread and 
butter, could only be obtained by him whose wild and fitful 
strains and chords and equeaks aroused that brick-heaving impulse, 
which was only diverted into a copper-imparting spirit by a whole. 
rome respect for the 
generous British law, 
which compels a res- 
pect even for the life 
of the ear-torturing 
; Italian piper. Carolus 
| LC. was an artist in 
spirit and in truth. 

e could not veil his 
musical talent in 
noisy and discordant 
outburst. He might 

charm the soul, but 
! he could not compel 
the coveer stream to. 
flow, and therefore he 
lamented that the 
British musical har- 
veat was not for him, 

For Carolus had 
had friends who had 
visited the bleak grey 
land where the sun 
only shines at fitful 
intervals, and where 
an umbrella and a 
leathery waterproof 
are part of the daily 
',, wearing apparel of 

* the prince, the peer, 
and the peasant. 
That friend had ad- 
vised him that it was 
possible to make 
money. Dut only by one means. He must be noisy. He must in 
his forte passages emulate and surpass the wild shriek of the 
railway whistle, and his pianissimo must never fall below the blood- 
curdling roo-ti-toocy of the Englishman's Punch and Judy show. 

Carolus Correggio would not thus prostitute his talents, and his 
far-seeing friend advised him to stay at home, and he stayed. 

Carolus had a soul also above the nerve-twisting and toothache- 
arousing ice cream, That was a mere in which much money 
might made, but not artistically. The lurid hat and the 
huniliating barrow had a crerowine effect on the mind of Carolus 
Luigi Correggio. They might attract the eye, but they did not 
satisfy the artistic taste, and Carolus had an eye for the beautiful. 

It was his love for the beautiful which had aroused the spirit of 
ambition, the difficulty of attaining which had so depressed him. 
His ambition was that he might achieve wealth, to be able to 
throw it into the lap of Constantia el Sorroto. 

He loved Constantia el Sorroto, and she was beautiful. 

She might have loved him ; but, alas! he was poor and honest. 

She also was et and not particularly honest. 

She was also Joved by one who was neither poor nor honest. He 
wasa brigand,and enriched Constantin el Sorroto with much second. 
hand jewellery, which he acquired in course of his profession. 


‘ 


Au uwbrcella and waterproof, 


—— 


== 


gis 


A soul above ive cream, 


Carolus Luigi Correggio had no opportunity of acquiring second 
hand jewellery. 

Hence the melancholy which he had been breathing through his 
pipe. (Zo be continued next week.) 
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No. 395.—Mr. LLOYD CLAnkeNcE, F.O.3, 


“Mr. Lioyd Clarence was born in the ycar 1850. Ought, 
though, to have been born a long time befure. Is far too clever 
for his age. Has had a very successful career. No pantomime 
is complete, in fact, without the contribution of his mite. Is 
@ capaole actor, and a better pla: ht. Has had experience 
in poverty and riches. Prefers ‘the latter, though. In stage- 
managing he excels. In his fondness for Scotch whisky he is 
unrivalled. Js fond of the fair sex, but has no special affection 
for babies. Chiefly oecause he is an t pantomime 
writer, Lloyd Clarence was created F.OS., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him February 9th, 1894." 

—Debrett Improved. 


“ Hullo, Jackson ! do you know that your kneecap has slipped 
down and gut to the back of your Aad 


“1 say, Tom, I heard that the valve of your heart had gone 
ng.” “No, worse than that, old man; the safety valve of 
the blooming bicycle’s busted up!" 
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BETWEEN THE DEVIL AND THE DEEP SEA. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. € Saturday, September 21, 1805 


AN OLD ACQUAINTANCE, 


sievenue Man, Let me remind shat your 4 
licence expired three months ago. ee: 
Hiygins, Did it, guv'nor ?—s0 did the dog. 


a 


Z 
7, I 


‘ 
You came out of the milk-jug, I s‘pose.” “Yaas! Dii 


7, TL suppose this is your first appearance at the Empire? 
you jump up out of the cinder-bule ?° 


ove. Not a bit of it, I was programme-zeller here for over two years. 


OUR ONLY GENERAL. 


use (2) Only in the basement, though. Her great feat 
for — was clean the kitchen table, which —— she 
regarded as the most important article in place, 


Wy 
Yj - 
= 


_ 


(1) We nicknamed her Sir Garnet Wolseley, 
she was our only General. and a regular good 


(5) While yon could see advancing visitors through 
windows of superuutural blackuess— 


4) The front steps like the site of a departed (6) The merry sound of scrubbing went on in spite 
© marca, ca of everything—swears included. : 
THE REASON WHY. 


“MARRY COME up.” GIRLS BILLY'S PROFOSED TO. 


—e 
Paren’, Don't talk nonsense, child! You ase too 
young to think of marryiny. 
Child, Never mitl, daddy dear, forgive me the 
failing, and I'll promise—with time I shall get 
over that, 


This girl really did accept the Honour- “Miss Prettygirl is going on the continent.” “The '! 
able, but when her oll inan came to talk 
over settlements—well, that queered the 


pitch altogether. 


where can she find the means?” “ Yes, and under an as:)", 
name.” “How drealful! 1 never could make her out. 
at all—she’s going on her honeymoon !" 


"99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, E.c.—Saturday,September 21, 1899. 
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